her bosom. Pulling a faded old shawl tight around her shoulders, she 
comes into the spotlight with a totally genuine shamelessness. 

“During the whole time La Saraghina is on the set, the spectators seem 
cloaked in a velvety silence. Fellini crouches beside the camera to give her 
her cue lines, and so compelling is the remake of this childhood memory 
that Fellini has stopped addressing her by her real name and calls: ‘Come 
on, Saraghina!’ 

“La Saraghina comes forward clumsily, distrustfully, carrying a plate 
of meat and bread. She looks around her; no one is watching. She sits 
down on a low wall (actually, a small stepladder set up against packing 
cases) and starts to eat, chewing heavily. Fellini calls her: 

“ ‘Saraghina! Look over here! I am the boys. They’re calling you: 
“Saraghina! Come on out! We’ve got some money.” ’ 

“Slowly, after taking a careful look around her, La Saraghina stands 
up, puts down her plate, goes toward Fellini, picks up the money, steps 
back and slowly, ponderously raises her skirt and opens the miserable 
garment over her breasts. Then she faces round, raises her skirt a last time, 
very high, lowers it and lumbers back to her interrupted meal.” 


Fellini tested three boys that afternoon. For months he had been trying 
to find a little boy who would look like an eight-year-old Marcello 
Mastroianni. He had even asked a weekly magazine to publish photographs 
of Marcello at that age, the age at which Fellini himself had been intro- 
duced to La Saraghina’s exhibitions. I learned also that the film would be 
laid in a spa, and that the protagonist would be called Guido. 

I know no more now than what I learned on March 10. Sometimes 
reporters write whatever comes into their heads, but I have learned from 
my visits to Fellini’s offices that secrets can be well guarded and that half- 
truths don’t count. Tomorrow, I will finally know more. 


Monday, April 16 Shooting was supposed to have started today—as 
it was on the first, the eighth and the tenth. Nevertheless, the little group 
of offices reserved for the director and his staff show not the slightest sign 
of unusual activity. From time to time Fellini pokes his head through the 
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